GERMANY, 1919

Zeros or other numerical figments, pkyed their part in a
fermentation of the creative mind which was the possible
forerunner of a new dramatic poetry. And in its wildest
extravagances the actor and the director found stuff to
work upon.
At first I felt a certain shyness in attending these evenings
at the Cologne theatre, which was seldom patronized by
foreign officers in uniform. The middle-class audience which
promenaded in the intervals, slightly paler and more haggard
than the Munich audience of old, stared at me as none but
promenading Germans can ever stare. An official of the
management approached and asked me deferentially whether
I represented the Zensur of the British authorities, and when
I replied that I was there for pleasure he begged a thousand
official pardons. Editors and dramatic reviewers put me at
my ease, and I met people not only in Cologne but in Bonn
among the university staff. I returned to my camp on the
frontier with experience of half a dozen new and vital pkys
and a library of expressionist drama up to date. Signs of
spring were appearing, and we became busy as an overnight
halt for horses and mules brought by road from France to
supply the Rhine Army. Hundreds of these were making
their last journey, having been marked for civilian con-
sumption. With them rode young officers, innocent of war,
who ate and drank, slept and passed on. Beginning to feel
like an innkeeper, I applied for early demobilization, and
even for a consular post which I did not seriously want.
Divisional headquarters, as I had hoped, was sufficiently
impressed to recall me to battalion duty so that I should hand
over to a possible successor. I returned by way of Cologne,
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